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obsessed by dreams in which she was the central figure. Her plans
were beginning to extend further than the mere satisfaction of a
desire for vengeance. It was not enough for her to deal the abbe
Calou a mortal blow. Ever since she had lost her girl friend she had
been seeking a pretext to get rid of her old chemist husband, whose
days of usefulness were over. She reckoned that this young Mirbel
could not only help her to her revenge, but could serve as a stage iu
her fight for freedom, provided he was willing to face the scandal.
But she was still uncertain what steps to take.

As soon as the first fine weather came, the abbe Caiou, as was his
custom, made a tour of the district and the outlying farms, on his
bicycle. He had to round up the children for his catechism classes
and visit the sick, especially the old men whom their sons kept hard
at work until they dropped down dead. Very often, as they lay
helpless in bed, there would be some virago of a daughter-in-law to
grudge them the very black bread which they mumbled with their
toothless gums. Here was to be seen humanity with very little pity
for itself and none whatever for others. The general view in such,
houses was that all priests are sly and lazy. ... "What's the use of
the clergy, anyway? . . . much better ..." What it would be much
better to do with them was never clear in the speakers' minds, but it
had some connexion with an idea, so familiar at that time to the abbe
Calou, of what that stationary cross bearing the figure of the nailed
God really meant. The priest, fastened to the same instrument of
torment and exposed to the same derision, confronts mankind with
an enigma which it makes no effort to solve.

One afternoon towards the end of April, when the Cure got home
before dusk, he was met by Maria who had been on the look-out for
his return. She told him that Monsieur Voyod, the chemist, had
been there for half an hour. She had thought it her duty, she said,
to light the fire.

This was the first rime that Hortense's husband had crossed the
threshold of the Presbytery. The abbe, much moved by curiosity,
found his visitor seated beside the smoking grate. As the priest
entered he rose from his chair. He was wearing his Sunday best A